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ADVERTISE 


E NT. 


HESE lite Poems, written during the late 
Seaſon at Tunbridge, fell into the hands of the 


Editor by accident. They will, be doubts not, prove 


agreeable 70 the Publick, . therefore, hopes the 


| Author will excuſe the Liberty be 2 talen putting 
4 hem t the Preſs. 
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WAS, if the Muſes well remember, 
The Third of this fame Month, September, 


SCANDAL, a Dame of Faſhion, known 


To all great Families in Town, 
Forſook the almoſt-deſert Air 
Of Groſvenor and St. James s Square. 


In London nothing can be done, 


All the beft Company are gone. 
No Drum, or Hurricane, or Rout, 


Where Prudes may help lame Slander out; 


Nay, not ſo much as Cards or Balls 
At any of the City-Halls ; 
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TUNBRIDGE-WELLS 


No 
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No Votaries of Gain or Cupid : 

But all is dead, and dull, and ſtupid. 
Wherefore, as modern Story tells, 
SCANDAL drove down to Tunbridge-Wells ; 
With Falſhood, ever her Dependant, 


By Way of Abigail Attendant. 


Now, with ſly Leers and envious Smiles, 

She trails her Robe along the Tiles; 

Now ſeeks, with more than uſual Glee, 
Her proper Element of Tea, 


Whence firſt ſhe ſprung, as Venus from the Sea ; j 
And now, with a malignant Look, 
Runs o'er the Names in Porter s Book ; 


And as her Cuſtom and her Trade is, 
Begins to ſneer and flout the Ladies. 


And firſt, this infolent Remarker 
Made envious Comments upon Barker : ; 
4% A Beauty! well, as Tm a Sinner, N 
88 I ne'er cou'd find ſuch Beauties | in her, 
Here's Heſteth too 
80 ſweet, that it excels the Graces ; 
But then her Perſon, and her Figure, 
Methinks, ſhould be a little bigger. 

1 dee too that aukward Thing her Siſter ! 
3 « I'm quite aſtoniſh'd how I miſt her: 
= «© With what an Air the Girl advances ! 
And only mind her Country-Dances. 


indeed her | Face Is 5 


* 


£c 


cc 


* 


% Kere State! too, who bears the Honour 
Of freſh Nobility upon her! 
I ſwear, and Truth I hope's no Treaſon, 
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* & I never cou'd divine the Reaſon. 
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« Bleſs 


E713 
« Bleſs me! what's here? I did not ſee 
« Wiſe Montague, the belle Eſprit ! 
* That ſtudies, reads, and writes, and talks, 
The very Sappho of the Walks! 
“ Your humble Servant ſweet Miſs Stone ! 


” 


The Child is wonderfully grown : 
And little Watkins fo demure ! 

I like thoſe Looks fo grave and pure, 
No better than the roguiſh Smile 

That plays about the Lips of Liſte. 

* hate you all: And ye ſhall ſoon 

wy Feel the ſore Laſh of keen Lampoon. 


Fi Tango it charms me, I'l indite it, 
e And ———— ſhall write Fo 
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Thus much ſhe ſaid 4 When, ſtrange to tell, 
Txvurn, riſing from her ſacred Cell, 
In the deep Bottom of the WELL, 
(Where, Poets and Phyſicians ſay, 
She ſpends with Hearn the livelong Day) 
Shed o'er the Place that ſolemn Splendor, 
Which all her native Beauties lend her. 


Say, Ladies, have you never been 
Spectators of the magick Scene? 
Whether the Fate of great Macbeth, 
Or Harlequin's Love, Birth, or Death; 
When, after many a Thunder-clap, 
5 Grim Witches vaniſh through a Trap; 
Or haply the confed'rate Hags 
| Uſe Broomſticks for atrial Nags ; 
But whether they may fink or ſoar, 
The Beldames are beheld no more 
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TRAVIS 
Thus ſuddenly, by fair Txurn baniſh'd, 
ScAN DAL, with her Attendant, vaniſh'd: 
But how or where the Fury flew, 
Except the Muſe, no Creature knew. 


Say, Muſe, how was it, that we loſt her ? 
— Why, faith, ſhe ſlipt into the Glouceſter ; 
And, putting a romantick Dreſs on, 
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| Sneak'd back to Town with poor M—p—f—-. 
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THE 


COUNTRY DANCE MILITANT. 


Occaſioned by the Bart, September 16th, 1760. 


Inu Nations reſound with the Fate 
Of Aufiria, and England, and France, 


2 of T unbridge, relate 


N he bloodleſs Campaign of ihe Dance. 


Rang'd in Battle-array on one Side 


Stood the Males, Heart of Oak, to a Man : 


On the other the Females divide ; 


And then the fierce Conflict began. 


| O, how did ye ſuffer, ye Males, 


From the beautiful Amazon, Pois ! 


When ſhe wounds at each Look, what avails 


Dull Caution, or hot-headed Proweſs? 5 
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Next ſtood Heſteth, who very well knew 
Her Power ſo great and extenſive : 
Yet, in Mercy, no Creature ſhe ſlew, 


But only maintain'd the Defenſive. 


But her Siſter * ſo much laid about her, 


And play'd ſuch inordinate Pranks, 


That, tho' many endeavour'd to rout her, 


In an Inſtant ſhe level'd whole Ranks. 


To ſing the Exploits of her Quiver 


Would tire even Virgil or Taſſo : 
A ſingle Shaft went thro' the Liver 
Of B unbury, Hankey, and Paſſo. 


To the Battle ſo thoroughly train'd, 


80 perfect i in each Evolution, 


Many Conqueſts, no doubt, ſhe obtain' d, 


And did "ry great Execution. 


What Numbers will ſerve to make known 


x he affecting Deſpair and Surprize 


Of the Men, ſoon as Watkins and Stone 


Play'd off the briſk Fire of their Eyes? 


About to the Right and the Left 


Turn' d the Evelyns, with Fire from the Sun; 
Each Wretch of his Senſes bereft, 


Then ſhot him—as ſure as a Gun. 


* Miſs Cowper. 


[ 11 } 


It would take me all Day to rehearſe 


The Conqueſts of every Fair; 
And how ſhall I croud into Verſe 
The Name of each N \ymph that was there ? 


But while thus the Dancers, undaunted, 


Took all they attempted by Storm, 
Many dangerous Batteries were planted 


In Ambuſh on ev ry Form. 


Morris brought down whole Legions; and Beaver 


Shot each pointed Arrow ſo true, 


Her Looks are ſo ſoft, it muſt grieve her 


To think of the Numbers ſhe flew. 


* Two Damſels, mean while, pitch'd a Tent, 


And a Spot near the Field they encamp d on: 
But alas! their whole Quiver was ſpent, 


And their Laurels all blaſted at Hamp!0n. 


But did no Man a Victory get? 


Not one ?—I ſhould lie if I ſaid it: 
And the Tales of the Bruſſels Gazette 


Perhaps would receive as much Credit. 


* The Miſs H—gm—r—s, 
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* But what wounded Females there fell, 


Or by whom, who ſhall dare to explore? | E 
Yet thus much I'll venture to tel. . 
They were all engt Wounds, and before. 


And happy, thrice happy, was he, 
Poſſeſt of that excellent Art, 


At once his own Fate to foreſee, 
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And to pierce his fair Enemy's Heart. 
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